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very much, but he insisted—he practically shouted—we should he
allowed half of it.
Of course there's a method in my husband's madness. He's trying
to get me back, like after all our other separations. Mamma says to
pay no attention to Bob's sweetness now, that he's just being tricky
and underhand, die way men are. Actually, Bob hasn't changed
one particle. His voice and his manners have always driven me
crazy, I used to nearly die of humiliation when Bob and I would go
out some place and he'd yell at the waiter we were starving and
needed instant service. Then if I tried to hush him, he'd get mad
and start yelling at me. Right after we eloped, Bob gave a birth-
day dinner for Mamma and made so much noise in the restaurant
she went home without touching a bite and made the others go
home with her. She hasn't stopped talking about that evening yet.
Mamma calls Bob "the Banty Rooster," strutting and crowing
to make himself seem important when he isn't. Bob is 2 inches
shorter than me, and the two of us look simply ridiculous together.
Mamma and both my sisters told me so, long before we were mar-
ried, but I wouldn't listen. Afterward I regretted it. People used to
stare at Bob and me—even when he wasn't shouting and showing
off—until I could sink through the floor. How can a wife be proud
of a husband shorter than she is? Bob makes me feel like a tele-
phone pole!
It's far too late in the day for Bob to change his spots and start
being nice. Both my sisters say it's unfair and downright mean of
my husband to be sending me flowers now. I can see straight
through Bob. He's determined to win out over Mamma, no matter
if the arguing and fighting and wrangling pull me to pieces.
When Bob and I were living together, it was a different story.
There weren't any flowers then, Bob yelled at me and picked on
me and criticized until I hardly knew which way was up. My hair
didn't suit him, my clothes didn't suit him. He complained of my
cooking, he showed me how to use the vacuum, and he even told me
the way I should change the baby's diapers. He was harder to please

